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"Arise, ye more than dead". Then cold, and hot, and moist, and dry In order to their stations leap, And music's power obey. From harmony, from heavenly harmony
This universal frame began:
From harmony to harmony Through all the compass of the notes it ran, The diapason closing full in man.
ii
What passion cannot music raise and quell!
When Jubal struck the corded shell, His listening brethren stood around. And wondering on their faces fell To worship that celestial sound. Less than a god they thought there could not dwell Within the hollow of that shell That spoke so sweetly and so well. What passion cannot music raise and quell!
in
The trumpet's loud clangor
Excites us to arms, With shrill notes of anger.
And mortal alarms. The double double double beat
Of the thundering drum Cries: "Hark! the foes come; Charge, charge, 'tis too late to retreat**.JOHNDRYDEN                           63
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